BARBARIAN STORIES

'They'll not move by themselves; Shibrot is afraid
of the Round House: no wonder. If one of you had
been free to lead them - but there's no use thinking
of that.'

'What does he want?'

'He wants revenge on me, Tibar. When he has
kept me here and laughed at me long enough, I think
he will magic me into something: one of his red mice
perhaps. He comes here sometimes and watches me
to see if I'm ready.'

'He comes here!  Then I can kill him!'

'You had better not try, Tibar; I did once. We've
no power over him in his own house.'

'But what can we do?'

'Nothing.'

There was a pause, then Lallek whispering: 'Father,
what will happen to Tathra?'

'She's safe, Lallek; the Queen will take care of her.
And I shall have a child by her soon. But God knows
I'd give them both to get either of you out of this!'
Lallek leant against her father's knee, crying slowly
and all the time; she felt his hand on her head, but it
was strengthless and comfortless. Suddenly Tibar
slipped over near to her and rubbed his cheek against
hers; she put her arms round his neck - and for a
strange moment forgot everything and only thought
how soft, how strong, how loved! Closer and closer
they came to one another, breast against breast,
mouth against mouth, and dimly heard their father
saying: cAy, that's all you've left,*
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